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Make us fit for ascent.
I have transgressed many a routine.
What do I know?
I know only You;
My time of life is all for You
And not for aught else.
Everything is You, O Siva!
This leaf, this grass,
This fruit, this honey-dew,
This bird, its chirpings,
This microlux of a flame
That dances in mine eyes,
the milk, the sand, The panchakavya-land, The blessed soil, The shapes and forms You have woven Are all You:
All Siva, Siva, Siva only. I am Yours.
(Datta, his father, comes.)
Datta:            Son, tarry.
This is not the way. The town loathes you. The brahmins complain. You need schooling. You lack discipline. You've not read things But only nibbled. Listen to me.
(Heedless of the words, Vich&ra chants in a trar
Lord,
You are the perfect One!
I know Your wrath, Your kindness.
How do I serve You?
How do I deserve You?
Haven't You stood at many removes
Upon Your Mount Kailash
Far from others.
In kine my awareness is, paradise.
